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| have some advice for you, Richard, go and look for someone to suck your dick, your moody ass is getting on 


my nerves!" Schneider said and sighed. His band mate had been extremely moody the last few days. 
Richard just shot him a look, looking up from the music magazine he was reading. 


"But it's true! You've been sulking a lot, did something happen?" 


Richard just shook his head. "None of your business!" 


Schneider rolled his eyes. "Or even go and jerk off, this might help too," he mumbled. "You're disturbing the 


creative flow that is usually going on between the six of us" 


"As if we had been able to write anything good the last few days! It's not my fault that no one is giving any 
particular ideal" Richard angrily said. 


They had been trying to come up with ideas for songs to their new album, but after some small success in 
the beginning, everything came to a standstill, and it pissed Richard off. However, it wasn't only that fact that 
pissed him off. It really was almost like Schneider had said, he needed someone to suck him off. Maybe that 
would also help him with the lost creativity. 


„Ôh wait, you weren't able to find anyone to suck your dick? Was it because you found a grey hair? A grey 
pubic hair? Must've been quite a shock for you," Schneider taunted. 


„Halt die Fresse, Schneider!" Richard angrily hissed, throwing a magazine against the drummer, who just caught 


it and snickered. 


He opened the magazine and flipped through the pages, grinning. „Ach, Richard, | didn't know that you were into 


fat, hairy old women," he said and showed him a rather unappealing picture of one of said hairy old women 
„Ew, what the hell?" 

„Jetzt tu doch nicht so, you know that this turns you on" 

Who the fuck reads this kind of shit anyway? 

You, apparently" 

Fuck off, Schneider" 


Flake entered the room, holding a beer in his hand and sat down onto the couch next to Christoph. The 


drummer handed him the magazine. 
„Apparently this is what Richard is into these days" 
Flake took it and had a look at it. 


„Großmutter Theodora, der große Star des neuen Pornokrachers »Yeti-Omas im Paarungsfieber - sie rammeln 


wie die größten Karnickel" im Portrait," he read out loud, „there is even a pop-up picture!" 


He opened it and dropped it again afterwards, laughing hysterically and spilling some beer onto the carpet. 


.There.is.even.a part where you can feel the hair, like in those children's books!" 

Flake was tearing up now and Schneider took the magazine again. ‘Let me see..ch my god!" 
He was laughing as well. "Komm, Richard, have a feel, bet you will like it" 

"Ach fickt euch doch!" the guitarist muttered and lit up a cigarette. 


A few minutes passed, his two band mates sniggering occasionally while flipping through the disgusting 


magazine before Till entered the room. 

He noticed Richard's sour expression and the two other's childish giggling. "What are you doing?" he asked. 
Schneider held up the magazine. "We have discovered Richard's secret fetish - fat, hairy old women!" 

Till had a look at the magazine. "Oh, this one? | wanted to throw it away, but seems like | forgot doing so" 
"Wait, what, do you know it?" 


"Yeah, they handed them out for free at the sex shop, put one to each purchase, and | just noticed it when 
coming back" 


Schneider gave him a suspicious look "What were you doing at the sex shop?" 


Till grinned. "I got a new set of dog collars, after we broke some at the last show. And | might have bought 
some other things as well" 


Schneider pouted. "Ach, and | thought we finally had something to tease Richard with, something scandalous’ 
Till laughed. "Sorry to disappoint you!" 

He then pulled out some bottles of vodka, rum and tequila out of a plastic bag. "But | got us these!" he said 
Richard nodded approvingly. lt was going to be a good night. 

Paul and Ollie joined them a few minutes later, carrying two crates of beer with them 

"Hey Jungs, seemed we all had the same ideal" Paul exclaimed and put the crates onto the ground. 

"Any special occasion?" Ollie asked and laughed as Till shrugged. 


"Not really, | just had the thought that | was in the mood of one of these evenings" 


"Ooh, good idea, we also thought that this might help with our stupid songwriter's block! We have already had 


good song ideas and concepts while we were pissed," Paul laughed and pulled six beers out. 

Soon everyone held a bottle in their hands and they raised their glasses to their lost creativity. 

Till was the one who brought up the topic, after throwing away the hideous magazine he got from the sex 
shop. "| want everyone to tell each other one of their weirdest fantasies! Sexual fantasies," he added, after 
Paul gave him a questioning look. 

"Oh god," the guitarist groaned. 

"Come on, it'll be fun!" Till said, grinning. 

"l'm not drunk enough for this shit," Richard muttered, downing another shot of tequila after saying so. 

"Okay, Till, why don't you start? You seem to have something in mind," Schneider said, raising an eyebrow. 

Till flashed him a toothy grin and sat down onto the sofa “Alright, there is this beautiful blonde woman, tied 
up against a cross, like a sinner, wearing a light white dress. | would be the priest, tear off her dress and fuck 
her, while she tells me all of her sins and begs for forgiveness. | would then forgive her sins, but only after 
taking her from behind as well" He laughs. 

"That wasn't even half as bad as | expected," Flake mumbled and took a sip of his beer. Ollie just snorted. 
"Couldn't think of any other one just now," Till said and shrugged. "Your turn, Schneider!" 

The drummer sighed "Ah man, | can't think of any..oh wait, there was one! | once fantasised about Frau 
Schneider coming to life, making me her slave and forcing me to eat her out while she was watching Desperate 
Housewives or some shit. | was pretty fucking wasted that time, so don't judge mel” 

Paul almost fell off the sofa, as he was laughing so hard. 

"So you were taking fucking yourself to a whole new level then," Richard said and laughed. 


"As | said, | was very drunk that time. Okay, Flake, you're next!" 


But Flake didn't get his turn just now, as they joked some time about Schneider being abused by Frau 


Schneider, all while drinking some more and eating cheap supermarket snacks. 


“Alright, Doktor Lorenz, you wanted to tell us something earlier, | think," Till said, trying not to slur his words 
as he was starting to feel a little drunk. 


Flake had now exchanged his beer to rum, and after taking a sip, he answered. "Yes, sometimes | like to think 
about being a pirate, sailing around in my ship, then getting abducted by one of these sirens, being held 
hostage, she sings my brains out and sucks my soul out through my dick.” 

"Ooh, how deep, Flake," Schneider teased. 

"Literally, ‘being deep-throated to death in the deep blue sea’-deep," Richard said and laughed hysterically. 


"What about you, Ollie?" Flake asked, trying to ignore Richard's nerve-racking cackling. 


The bassist thought about it for some time. "I don't think | have one," he simply said and turned his attention 
back to his bottle of beer and the rest of the chips. 


Schneider did not want to accept his answer and tried to get out more of him, but the other just ignored him. 


By the time it was Richard's turn, they were already quite drunk, Ollie had just left a few minutes ago as he 


wasn't in the mood anymore and Flake looked like he was falling asleep any second. 

"Jetzt du, Richard," Paul slurred and looked at his fellow guitar player. 

"Yeah, give me a second, | have to think about something, oh jal" He grinned wickedly, as a particular fantasy 
came to mind. "So l'm alone, in this dark room, I'm all tied up, on my knees, can't see a bit, but | hear that 
someone is behind me, approaching slowly. | can feel them hit me, once, twice, three times, hard, with some 
kind of whip and | want to scream but I'm gagged, nothing can escape my lips." 


He closes his eyes as he imagined the scene, shuddering, feeling his dick react inside his pants. 


"I still don't know who it is, but they continue to hit me, until | can feel my skin break.afterwards they grab 


my hard cock and tease me, play with me until | almost can't bear it..", he hoarsely said, biting his lip. 

Oh, Richard, | did not know that you were a slut for some BDSM!" Schneider laughed. 

Richard grinned and shrugged. "I just once thought about it, that's all" 

"Jaja, Richard, that's what they all say," Till teased. 

"Have you ever tried it out?" he asked. 

The black-haired guitarist shook his head. 

Paul didn't pay any more attention to their conversation. He had an image stuck inside his head, the image of a 


hard, tied-up Richard on his knees, begging for some relief. He swallowed, trying to get it out of his head, but 
his drunken mind did not want to let go of that particular thought. 


He was glad that no one seemed to remember that he was the only one that did not indicate a dirty fantasy, 
as they now all made fun of Flake who had fallen asleep and off the sofa. 


Schneider excused himself as well, staggering towards his room, followed by a confused Flake, who did not seem 


to realize where he was. 
Now it was only Paul, Till and Richard, the latter two still talking about sadomasochism. 
"you have to bear in mind that breath-play is a very risky technique... 


Paul only listened with half an ear to their strange conversation, as he tried to think about anything else than 
Richard on his knees. 


His fellow guitarist gave him a questioning look and lit up a cigarette, taking a deep drag before turning this 
attention back to Till 


Paul gulped Did this fucker just do this on purpose? He stared at his band mate, how he sucked at that 


cigarette, almost obscene. 

Paul felt his dick twitch in his pants as he continued staring at the other man, thinking about how these 
obscene lips would feel around his dick, how he would look up to him with these green-blue eyes, his eyeliner 
already smudgy around the edges... 

He flinched and forcefully tore his gaze away, shaking his head. What was he thinking? This was his good friend 
and band mate, they have known each other already for a very long time! He should not think about him in 


that kind of way. He did not want to think anymore about how Richard would look like on the floor, all tied up, 
with his dick in his mouth. 


His thoughts got interrupted by Till, who gave them a wicked grin "Have you ever had any fantasies about 


someone of the same sex?" 
Richard took another drag of his cigarette and shrugged. "I've never cared about it, really," he said. 
‘Oh, so you have?" Till asked and grinned. 


Richard blew him some smoke into his face. "Like | said, | never cared about what kind of person comes into 


my mind when | have a wark" 


‘Interesting... Till mumbled and then turned his attention towards Paul. "What about you, Paulie? Have you ever 


fantasised about someone of the same sex?" 


Paul flinched and felt caught off guard. 


How did Till know that he just had some dirty thoughts about Richard? "l..um, | don't know.." he stuttered, 


feeling heat creeping up his face. 


"You, Till?" Richard asked back, sucking on his cigarette and giving Paul time to cool his hot face with an ice 


cube. 
"Well, | always think about women, but | have imagined it once" He shrugged and took a big gulp of his rum. 


They sat together in silence for a while, everyone drinking some more, until Till wished them a good night and 


went towards his room. 

Richard and Paul were the only ones left, still drinking in silence. Richard broke it by accidentally knocking over 
a bottle of beer. He swore and stood up, trying to ignore his spinning head and staggered towards some 
tissues, to clean up the mess he made. 


"Scheiße," he mumbled and tried to clean the puddle, but he had to kneel down, as he almost lost his balance. 


Paul looked at the other man, amused by his attempts to clean up the spilled beer and how focused he was 
whilst doing so. 


Richard had finally managed to mop it up and sat down again. "Phew, | think | need a drink for this effort,” he 


slurred and laughed. 
Paul poured him some vodka and watched him down half the drink in one go. 
"Paulchen, wie viel haben wir schon getrunken?" Richard asked and pushed some hair out of his face. 


"Keine Ahnung.." the other said, "but it must've been quite a lot, because | can't seem to think straight 


anymore..." 
"How so?" his band mate asked and pulled out another cigarette, lighting it up and looking at Paul. 


Paul swallowed hard and tried to look away, but his gaze was fixated on the other mar's lips. "All this talking 
about fantasies.." he hoarsely said. 


"Why, Paul, did it not turn you on?" Richard teased and took a long, slow drag at his cigarette. 
"Stop it, Richard.." the other said, feeling his face heating up again. 
"Oh, yeah, I've just remembered, but did you give a fantasy too, Paul?" 


"N-no.." 


"Why not? | want to hear it now" 

"No!" the other one blurted out, "I don't think you want to hear it” 

"Why, Paulchen? Is it something very kinky?" 

Richard bit his lip, shifting around on the couch as he watched his fellow guitar player burying his face in his 
hand. There was a weird tension coming up between them, and Richard wanted to know Paul's fantasy, very, 
very badly. 


"Komm schon, you can tell me anything...” 


"Not this one.." Paul whispered, knowing very well he couldn't tell the other man that he had thought about 


him. 


Richard grabbed Paul lightly by the arm, and the other looked up, his face deliciously flushed, and Richard felt 
the strong urge to kiss him. 


"Hey, Paul.” 
"J-ja?" 

"Have you ever thought about fucking a guy?" 

"W-was?" 

"You heard right." Richard hoarsely said. ‘Have you ever thought about fucking a guy?" 

Paul gulped. His heart started to race, he was not sure what Richard tried to ask him and why. 


"| don't know..." he whispered and continued to stare at the dark-haired man, who took a last deep drag from 


his cigarette and stubbed it out. 
"| have.." Richard whispered back and shifted closer towards Paul. 
"Richard, what are you doing..2" 


"| have no idea, Paul, all that | know is that | can not stop thinking about how hot it just got in this room and 
that | want to rip off my clothes.” 


Paul swallowed hard. "Do it, then.." he breathed, and his drunken mind sent him pictures of a naked Richard and 


how he'd look like being fucked from behind. 


"Oh Gott." Paul mumbled, his cock now half-hard, and he had to look away from Richard, who was now so 
close his breath was hitting Paul's cheeks. 


"You want me to strip, ja, Paul?" Richard said, and he felt his dick react inside his pants. He was feeling so, so 
hot, his gaze fell onto Paul's lips again, and this time, he did not think twice. 


Paul's head was spinning, spinning so fast, he could taste the vodka on Richard's lips and the mixture of the 
alcohol, cigarettes and Richard's own unique taste made it absolutely divine. A small groan escaped him and he 
flinched, pulling back. 

Richard looked at him, breathing heavily. 

"Why did you kiss me?" Paul managed to hoarsely slur. 


"Weil ich musste, Paul." Richard whispered. "| thought that it might stop this fucking heat...” 


He bit his lip again, staring at Paul, and the other guitarist reacted by quickly biting Richard's lip as well, 


making him moan and then he kissed him again, pushing his tongue into the other's mouth. 


The heat seemed to get even more intense, and Richard kissed back, more roughly, their tongues fought for a 


while, before his hand sneaked underneath Paul's shirt and Paul grabbed a handful of Richard's hair. 


Paul broke the kiss, again, his pants now feeling uncomfortably tight, and he pulled on the other's hair, making 


him moan again. 


"You want it rough, Paulie?" he groaned and managed to take the other's shirt off. He bit and sucked on the 


newly freed skin, leaving a mark on Paul's neck and travelling further south. 
Paul moaned and pulled on Richard's hair again, making the other man stop his sucking and he looked up to him. 
"You don't want me to suck you, Paul?" he asked. 


Paul did not answer and just grabbed him by the shoulders, claiming his lips again and biting his tongue. The 
rhythm guitarists hands sneaked now as well underneath the other man's shirt, pinching a nipple while doing so. 


Richard threw his head back and hissed, the movement went straight to his already rock-hard cock and he 
quickly pulled off his shirt. 


Paul gulped as he looked into his band mate's eyes, almost dark filled with lust. He only hesitated for a couple 
of seconds, before he let his hand trail further downwards Richard's upper body and slide underneath the 
waistband of his pants. 


"Ah, wait, let me-" Richard fumbled at the fly of his pants, opening them and pulling them down, allowing Paul 
better access. "Oh, ja, Paull" he shouted, digging his nails into Paul's back, as the other now wrapped a hand 


onto his erection. 


"Komm, Richard, let me hear you.." Paul whispered and started to move his hand, at first slowly, then faster, 
as he got intoxicated by the sounds Richard made whenever he gave a small twist at the head of his dick. 


"lm close, so close Paul, ah, let me come, bitte.." the black-haired man moaned, and oh god, Paul never thought 
that Richard begging him for release would sound so fucking hot, but oh, it did, so he sped up his movements, 
and listened to Richard's moans getting louder and louder. 


Only for a short moment he thought about silencing the other man by putting a hand onto his mouth, but 
then Richard's head flew back and he let go one last growl before he came, all over Paul's hand and onto his 


stomach. 


Richard sat there for a while, catching his breath and tucking himself back into his pants, before he gave Paul 
a cheeky grin and bit his fellow guitar player's lips again, pushing his tongue into Paul's mouth and squeezing 
his hard dick over his pants. 


Paul's breath hitched in his throat, and he interrupted the kiss, moaning and helping Richard to free his 


erection from his pants. 


Richard wrapped a hand around him and kissed his neck, before suddenly bending down and taking the tip of 
Paul's dick into his mouth. 


"Oh Gott, Richard!" he hissed and arched his back, clinging onto the other's thigh and moving the other hand 
into his black hair. 


Richard released him again, and Paul tried to protest, but didn't as his band mate slid off the couch and 
dropped to his knees, taking him deeper into this mouth his time. 


Paul moaned, the sight in front of his eyes so fucking erotic and he knew he wouldn't last long, even though 
the other's sucking was rather sloppy. 


Richard now used his hand as well, looking up to the other man. 


He let go of him for a moment, whispering: "Komm fur mich, Paul.” before continuing his actions, faster and 


more intense. 


Paul pulled onto Richard's hair, arching his back, wanting to desperately fuck the other man's mouth, he needed 
the release, was so close but still not there yet, and Richard must've felt his desperate reaction, because he 


just let him, let him fuck his mouth and tried his best not to gag. 


Paul was moaning now, he could feel the edge already, just a little more.. 


And then he came as well, screaming into the abyss and desperately grasping onto the other's hair, before his 


vision faded to black. 


